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years later, they were forced to conclude that their adopted son
was not the answer to all their problems, some of which had been
in existence long before he was.
Five years before the adoption, the Knudsens had almost split
up over the issue of moving from Baltimore to Los Angeles. Char-
acteristically Nils arranged for the shift from the East Coast to the
West Coast without consulting or notifying Patsy or anybody else.
Patsy told us she had always found Nils baffling and infuriating and
to back up her statement related the circumstances of her abrupt
change of residence:
I had suspected Nils was bored with living in the Baltimore
neighborhood where my entire family lives—he has no more feel-
ing for his own kinfolk than a fish—but it was only a suspicion. Both
he and I were holding good jobs and after an interminable search
we had landed in a charming apartment. Nils didn't hint he was
dissatisfied with the East and was feeling restless. No, that isn't
his style.
I will never forget the afternoon I learned of his intentions. I
stopped by the place where he then worked so we could ride home
together. His office building was a few doors from an airline ticket
office, and I saw him turn in there. By the time I followed him in-
side he was already at a counter paying for one one-way ticket to
California.
Nils didn't turn a hair when I stepped up. It seems he'd expected
to take me to dinner at our favorite restaurant At dinner he
planned to announce that he personally was all set to fly away and
begin a brand-new life. He had already quit his job. He had figured
out I could quit mine—I'm a trained nurse—sell our furniture, dis-
pose of our lease, travel 3000 miles across the continent, and join
him as soon as he found work and another place for us to live.
It just didn't enter my husband's head that his plans should have
been ^regarded as o«r plans, that I was entitled to a voice in such
an important matter. I had never been separated by more than a

